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In the desert 

| saw a creature, naked, beastial, 
Who, squatting upon the ground, 
Held his heart in his hands, 


And ate of it. 

| said, “‘is it good, friend?”’ 

“It is bitter--bitter,’’ he answered; 
“But | like it 

Because it is bitter, 


And because it is my heart.’’ 


---Stephen Crane 


Beware all enterprises 
That require new clothes 


--- Thoreau 


Watermelon Rind Panty-Waste 


OBIT | 

Came in a straggly thing, 

Farmer’s caps 

overalls, 

Torch lit, bong hit 
Whoopty-do! 

And there were women, 

Yes women, 

on occasion, 

Who | knew only as friends, 

who came by 

when they 

missed class, or 

had problems with other boyfriends. 


It was wild. 
it was wild 


iT 
It’s time to take the test, 
but | can’t 
cos I’m scared. 
| really should talk to her, 
but it’s hard 
when thoughts 
only know 
fright, bite, trite 


so, Think I’ll do laundry 

sweep floor 

pound door 

no more 
Sit and vegetate, you know, 

keel over 

like a bombshell 
a tall tale 
wishing well. 


Il 
A chair’s arms 
rub raw in time. 
Please don’t sit here, 
my cushions are sagging. 


IV 
Across lake bridge 
walks a character or two, 
knights in the rain. 
Silver shiny metal 
clink clanks 
clean. 


Old men sing 
Knights in the rain 
rusty voices 
perched on cedar limb; 
You lie in daisy field, 
Ice, yellow, green 


melts from dress sleeve 
and explodes against clovers, 
Kodachrome picture fills the sky--- 
shiny character clanks stop 
beaded water drip drip 
knights in the rain. 


Vv 
Knights. 
Roundtable is a dream 
of guys who like pretending 
and one who 
knows little else. 


Vi 
The bell tower melts into the ground 
like the sun. 
Desk lamps are 
good companions 
when the melt down 
ends. 

Vil 


Good evening, people, 
you've come to watch me cry; 
there go all the days, 
the months, the years 
no tears 
no tears 
no tears 


At Night 
Tender sunlight to darkness surrenders, 
where ‘possums 
and lovers are friends, 
Both in their environment. 
Hands reach and melt flesh to flesh 
on roadside, to see 
which will be the flower 
and which, the tree. 
Which will, will be 
and all in all, all in all 
For tomorrow, 
through the calm, at night, 
when ‘possums and lovers, 
are friends. 


Garbage 
| thought | might 


should carry out the garbage, 
Today. 


It sat in the corner 
all green and reaking. 
Beer cans, butt-ends 
and old, wadded 


typing paper. 


It sat there; 

| sat, 

Staring. 
Neither moved. 


The Way It Is: 1566 
Mama cries, left unattended 
‘Why doesn’t he care anymore?”’ 
A question for empty ears. 
It did seem important long ago 
When sunshine was fresh 
And strawberries were sweet in summer--- 
Now they are grit 
“Oh! Why doesn’t it matter?”’ 


Uno 
Dos 
Tres 


| can count to three in Spanish. 
Now that matters damnit. 
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Graphite 


We walked, you talked 
and | listened, nothing to say. 
Not your usual sentiment, 
Not speechless, in awe of 
a magnificent beauty whose every sentence 
| clung to, grasped onto. 
Sort of but not wholly. 


Frozen lips cannot be broken 
by frozen tongue. 
Thoughts of brine, swine, 
Late at night when a breeze ruffles leaves 
on the SERVICE ROAD. 


A Situation 


Reflective, 

Gay day, Hay day, 
Countdown 

1 2 3 4 5 


Naked hand touches naked hand 

Against soft pillow, soft light. 
Touch, words? 

And carefree. 


A Night. A Sight. A Feel. 


One looks, 

The other smiles, 

Neither sure of direction 
or purpose. 
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The Red Leaf Walk 


The smell of oakwood 
fireplace roar fills, 
grey lapelled jacket, 
musty afterthoughts of 
wine, cheese, 
Solemn warmth 
and the living room rug. 


The brain records 
those moments that 
lay warm, against 
an icy path. 
Is it too much to recall 
brown eyed little birds 
who flew at their own reflection 
in storefront windows? 
Then lay crushed, 


and warm, on snow. 
(they remind us of Christmas!) 
Fir smell or green pine 
on door knocker wreath, hanging 
there, Noel! 
Or New Year's. 
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Guy Lombardo beats out that old tune, 
Again. 
I’m alone. 
Recliner chair, mixed drink, cigarette, 
Notebook on the lap. 
(In case the Muse, 
should drop in from vacation.) 


Another year gone by. 


Roar, 
Red coal falls, 
gray ash forms, 
hour glass shape 
and Time is Time 
when wine glasses clink. 
Prolong the moment. 
Outlast 
Contrast 
Protest? 


An autumn day - - - 
---when smell of oakwood 
fireplace roar fills, 
grey lapelled jacket, 
those moments that 
lay warm, against 
an icy path. 


Lucid Dream 


Shadowed images appear 
just before | sleep. 

Shadows dart, again again 
Writhing faces, twisted teeth. 
Pain 
They dart, 
Slide backward, inch forward. 
He appears; He speaks: 


‘“‘Don’t be afraid 
It’s only darkness, 
Come, sit, be with me--- 
Why run, away from safety? 
Look for peace, in your dream.” 


Someone, Somewhere, Faces Morning 


Time, half past eight, 
Bit early for cold streets, 
Old jobs, heavy sobs. 


HOW YA BEEN? 


Sneaks thorugh pursed lips, 
broken sips 
of cold coffee; 
jumps from the throat, 
A need for reply. . 


It comes--and-- 
It goes 


Greeting, the tree limb waves, 
Passerby, glances, notices, 
Hello! 

Merchants look up, back,. 


To the grind. 
Busy, busy day. 


* 


What do you say? 
Good-bye. 


Dimension 


Sullen rock, 
Remember? 
We’d scale its walls to see 
The other side, 
But the other side was our side, 
And we'd climb down again. 
To run through sunlit brooks, 
Chase salmon upstream, 
TO spawn 
Or be eaten by a grizzly. 
Or we’d sit beneath trees in rain, 
Wet with freedom 
And each side was our own. 
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Thoughts of Strangulation 


String of pearls hangs free about your neck. 
| could caress them or grab them 
and strangle you 
without losing a one. 


My dear. 
The hallowed night sings 

and chimes ring, 
But it is to be expected. 
My hands ache, 
Clench and Unclench, 
Muscles tighten, 

The will to scream drains. 
| could strangle or embrace you 

and it wouldn’t matter. 
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Island Dreams Egyptian (or) 
A Day At The Beach 


Grain skyline, horizon, 
pearl white, reaches for island shore. 
Sandshore is here now and salty, 
But beyond the sleepy grasp, 
the oval moon. 
Tiger island heart beats 
steel drum beat and 
there is no echo, no reprise. 
Fat palm sucks hurricane breaths, 
Breaths for the believers. 
And tomorrow, Tomorrow is approaching 
pearl white grain skyline 
Hour by hour, 
oval moon slips. 
Sleep Sleep Sleep 


Red Sky At Night 


Sand castles made of snow, 

Melt, slip into the sea. 

Crashing tide, downy flake, 
all the same, at twilight, 
when the sky shines bright red. 
Red sky at night, sailor’s 
delight, so some would say. 


what about non-sailors? 
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The Rinse Cycle 


Laundry rooms are often gray 
and reak of fabric softener, 
old, blue haired women, acid freaks 
who urinate in the only open drier 
when my clothes are done. 
On and On. 
On and On. 


Recollection 


The second sunlight, 
is green on the windowpane. 
What colors come from its center 
in solar revolution. 
All a myriad, 
a memory 
of ski lodges, 
yule log flame, 
Sexual with chimney shaft, 
it burns 
it burns. 
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young poet he shows promise. 


Paul Baker Newman 


